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"You know what I mean."

He nodded.

"What did the girl say? " Susan pursued.

"She wouldn't give him up."

" Nonsense !   She's holding out for more money!"

"I daresay. . . . I rather liked her. I think Willy
might do a great deal worse."

Mrs. Treviviap's face paled perceptibly, but she bore
up well. "Ah, Lord Norton," she exclaimed archly,
"you will have your joke!"

"He shouldn't joke on such a serious subject,"
Susan remarked.

"Very well.   But I wasn't joking."

"Of course you were, Norton."

He shrugged. "Do you mind if I go and talk to
Anne?"

Susan indicated that she did not, and Mrs. Trevivian
smiled with ambiguous sweetness. He walked across to
the pianoforte, wondering a little how such a broad-
^inded woman as his sister could feel so strongly on
the question of Willy's choice of a bride. If it had been
Goward or himself, it might have been different.
Goward was hopelessly hidebound and he himself was
fundamentally attached to the conventions of respect-
able society. But Susan was supposed to be emanci-
pated. She had always been the wild one of the family.
... It was, he supposed, woman's inhumanity to
woman. He dismissed it from his mind.

Since his return to London he had seen Anne fairly
frequently, sometimes here at Trevivian's, sometimes
at Belgravia House, once or twice at Great Sta.ri.hope
Street, whither Susan had brought her, at his sugges-
tion. Susan had looked at him in a peculiar way when,
with some diffidence, he had made that suggestion.